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1 will go, bidding goodbye to this house which welcomed me
as a bride, this lovely house so full of all good tilings, this home
that even in my dreams I never shall forget/
She then turned to the good swineherd Eumaeus and told
him to hand over the bow and the iron tools to the Suitors. As he
took them from her and set them down, Eumaeus gave way to
tears, while from the cowman beyond him there also came a
sob when he saw his master's bow. Aatinous fell foul of them at
once. 'The stupid yokels/ he exclaimed, 'who can't see further
than their noses! You miserable pair, what are you standing
there for, snivelling and upsetting your mistress, as though the
loss other beloved husband weren't trouble enough? Sit down
and eat your food in silence; or else clear out of here and cry out-
side. You can leave the bow where it is, to settle this matter be-
tween us, as it certainly will. For I don't think that pretty weapon
will prove easy to string! There's not a man in this whole com-
pany as good as Odysseus was. I saw him myself; and I have a
good memory, though I was only a child at the time.'
In spite of what he said, Antmous nursed a secret hope that he
himself might string the bow and shoot through all the marks,
though actually, when it came to shooting, he was to be the first
to feel an arrow from the hands of the peerless Odysseus, whom
he had just been insulting, and encouraging all his friends to
insult, as he sat in the man's own house.
But the young prince Telemachus had a word to say too.' I'm
afraid I must be a born fool!' he laughingly exclaimed. 'My
dear mother, wise as she is, says she will leave this house to marry
again, and here I am, smiling and chuckling to myself like an
idiot. Well, gentlemen all, come forward. Here is your prize - a
lady whose like you will not find today in all Achaea, no, not in
sacred Pylos, nor in Argos, nor Mycene, nor in Ithaca itself, nor
on the dark mainland. But you know this well enough. What
need for me to sing my mother's praises? So come along! No
false excuses or delays! Make up your minds to face the thing,
and let us see you string it. Why, I shouldn't mind trying my-
self. And if I string the bow and shoot an arrow through the

